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uAre you waiting for the transports?" he asked,
I nodded
"And you0"
*TI1 be here until late," he told me, "My wife and young-sters used to live HI Praga, but I had word that they had gone to the mid-city in the very first davs of the fighting. If they're ahve at all, they should be brought here, I figure "
Tm waiting for my daughter," I told" him "She was m the mid-city, too, like your family."
From afar dull detonations of cannon fire reached our ears.
"Those must be Soviet," the man cocked his head to hear better. "Perhaps they are in Powisle alread}?*
"They weren't there two weeks ago," I said gnmly. "If they had been, I wouldn't be here,"
"Listen * he said. "Planes'*
The heavy drone was coming our way, and we knew it was not one plane or two or three or four, but many, many of them, flying in formation, and very higjh. We tilted back ourheads, and looked in the direction of the sun.
"No use wasting your eyes," my companion, whose name was Stanislaw, grumbled. "The SUB is in the way Besides, what do you expect on this goodly forty-ninth day of the Uprising? We rejoiced a few days ago when Soviet planes played at dropping some supplies for the Home Army. None of us knew then that they were no good. Dropped
in land-
> you expect now, will you tell me?"
"The Americans," I answered without hesitation, shielding my smarting eyes
"The Americans!" Mr Stanislaw snorted,
And then the roar of many powerful motors drowned our words and made our heads split Mr. Stanislaw
